THE  HAVEN  UNDER  THE  HILL	24!
years that I have passed on the heights of Boar's Hill
by showing me many sides of life which I ne\er saw
before, have made me a better actress than I \vas in
the hey-day of the Court Theatre, for they ha\ e made
the two sisters, Tragedy and Comedy, equall> my
friends
The quickest of these experiences which the peaceful
davs on Boar's Hill have brought me have come cunously
enough not from the world of people, the world that
teaches most, but from the world of plants Like my
mother, I had always loved flowers, but as most people
do, I had taken them for granted They lived in
nosegays and I never thought of any life that they
might have of then* own They are beautiful because
they cannot help it Like Topsy they "just grow"
But my Professor, though I will say this for him, that
he never tried to instruct me, taught me wonderful
things about plants I discovered that the practised
eye can tell at a glance whether a plant is happy or not
If it is healthy it is happy, and if it is not it is unhappy,
and shows it by its dejected air We would walk
round the garden, "she is not well,9* he would say
pointing to some plant or other, "she needs a change,"
and up the plant would come, root and soil and all,
to be put forthwith with proper care in some other
place in the garden I would ask, "How is the patient
getting on?" "Come and see " And surely enough
there would the transplanted plant be, sitting up in its
new bed with shining countenance I pondered these
things They seemed at first absurd The books that
I had read and the good old gardeners that I had asked
used to say "the plant resents disturbance ** "What
have you got to say to that?" I demanded of my
Professor "They only want them to die happy/5 he
said, "and it can't be done Nothing dies if it's happy
Things only die to get out of their misery " "Some day,"
he continued, "everybody will know that unhappiness
is a kind of starvation, a lack of the proper sort of food,
the special diet for happiness, and they will come to see

